




Train Station of the Afterlife 
by Alayna Juneau
“Jason?” a lady says, snapping her fingers in my face. One of the 
billions of souls that passed me on the way to catch their train. 
“Jason? Is that you?” The woman’s shrill voice is too much to ignore.
“Please miss, go and catch your train,” I move my hand in a 
shooing motion. I’d rather just sit here for a millennium or two 
more. That would be better than making a decision.
She grabs my hand, “Your father wandered away, and I can’t seem 
to find him.”
Her eyebrows lift in concern. All her wrinkles work to create an 
exaggerated expression, almost as if she were on a show that 
teaches toddlers their emotions. I sigh and look over to the lady. “If 
I help you, will you please leave me be?”
She loops her arm through mine and pulls me to my feet. Her 
other hand clutches the cross hanging around her neck, “I’ve been 
looking around for ages. My feet are killing me.”
She must be looking for the Heaven train. I wonder if Jason’s father 
is there waiting on her. Not that it really matters. Most souls as 
confused as her have been wandering around for years.
“I’m glad you decided to stop daydreaming and help your old 
mother,” she says with a smile.
I take her through the train station, past hundreds of other souls 
waiting to catch their train. We pass by a small office with a dusty 
‘help wanted’ sign. 
“Who would want to work here?” the lady says.
“I’m not sure anyone works here,” I say. I haven’t seen anyone for  
as long as I’ve been sitting, but truth be told, I haven’t exactly  
been looking.
